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On New Year’s Eve the band offered its first pay-per- 
view simulcast, available nationwide. 

Besides the wealth of tunes played with Dylan the band 
debuted “Hey Pocky Way,” “Devil with the Blue Dress” > 
“Good Golly Miss Molly” (retired this year), “La Bamba” 
(also retired this year), as well as the Dylan tunes “When I 
Paint My Masterpiece,” “All Along the Watchtower,” 
“Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door,” “Queen Jane Approxi- 
mately,” and “Maggie’s Farm.” Also, the Beatles’ “Get 
Back,” “Do You Wanna Dance,” “The Banana Boat 
Song,” and “Fever” were debuted but played only one 
time each. 

The band brought back “Good Morning Little School- 
girl” (for the first time since 9/19/70), with Bob Weir 
singing what were once Pigpen’s words, and “Far from Me” 
(for the first time since 10/30/84) and, for the first time since 
12/31/82, broke up the “Sugar Magnolia” > “Sunshine 
Daydream” pairing. 

In 1987 the Dead retired “My Brother Esau,” “Tons of 
Steel,” “Dancin’ in the Streets,” and “Hand Jive.” 

Besides Bob Dylan there were only two other guests this 
year, Carlos Santana and the Neville Brothers. 

This was the first year that DeadBase was printed. It 
contained the Grateful Dead’s appearances and song lists 
from 1965 to 1986 with statistical analyses of those shows. 

Tapes to get: 3/29, 4/4, 4/19, 6/13, 6/20, 6/26, 7/6, 7/8, 
7/12, 7/24, 8/22, 8/23, 9/9, 9/18, 9/23, 11/7, 12/27, 12/31. 
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San Francisco Civic Auditorium, 
San Francisco, CA 


Set 1: Shakedown Street, Get Back, Peggy-O, Walkin’ 
Blues, It Must Have Been the Roses, It’s All Over Now, 
Row Jimmy, My Brother Esau, Bird Song, Jack Straw 
Set 2: When Push Comes to Shove > Samson and 
Delilah, Black Muddy River, He’s Gone > Spoonful > 
Drums* > Space > Eyes of the World > Black Peter > 
Around and Around, Sugar Magnolia 


Encore: U.S. Blues 


Personnel: * With unknown extra drummers 

1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 2:50 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:50 

Highlights: It Must Have Been the Roses, Black Peter, 
Shakedown Street, Spoonful 


These were my only San Francisco shows. Deadheads 
camped out in the stunted trees in front of city hall for the 
whole week. I had no job yet. In those days I waited in line 


for these general admission shows on behalf of my working 
friends. You got priority tickets and didn’t have to hang 
around all day. I overheard the legal secretary of a state 
Supreme Court justice obtain his priority ticket for him. The 
homeless element of the crowd never left the plaza after the 
shows, eventually precipitating an un-Dead-related PR crisis 
for Mayor Art Agnos. The Dead were never invited back to 
the S.F. Civic, which was later renamed the Bill Graham 
Civic Auditorium. 

These shows were not up to the December 1986 stan- 
dards, but they all had healthy-length sets, too. Listening to 
them again after all these years, I hear more standout per- 
formances in the first sets than in the second sets, but this 
was not apparent to me at the time. 

Productionwise, the sound is great. The available sound- 
boards are crisp. My tape of 1/28 comes in during tuning, 
but “Shakedown” is signaled fairly quick. It hadn’t been 
played at any of the December shows, so you could say it 
was “due.” Jerry mumbles through the “tell me this town 
ain’t got no heart” verse. There’s some nice call and 
response between Jerry and Bob at the end. “Shakedown” 
seemed a reference to the scene out front, or the squalid 
Market/Tenderloin nexus nearby, featuring the Psychedelic 
Shop, long-since removed from the sinking Haight. 

Weir discusses technical troubles at his mike, with effects 
by Healy. This is the only “Get Back” and it’s not much 
more than a novelty. Not the best Beatles cover choice. 
Weir’s vocals (and recall of the lyrics) are abysmal. Healy 
probably agreed, as Bobby starts sounding like a cartoon 
character before the first little “jam.” Where’s Billy Preston 
when you need him? They jam a little more on the outro at 
the end with Bobby improvising a slight rap. 

Jerry’s voice sounds a tad wrecked on “Peggy-O,” but 
it’s a good version. So is the “Walkin’ Blues” (for fans of the 
song). “It Must Have Been the Roses” is a treat. Jerry runs 
through the opening riff twice before the band starts the 
song in earnest. His voice sounds muuuch better on this 
one. He sings “ten years the waves rolled the ships home to 
the sea.” He mumbles the beginning of the third verse, but 
recovers quickly. The delay on his voice when he sings, “No 
one is complaining though/Come in and shut the door” is 
haunting. 

They play “All Over Now” very country. Weir fakes his 
way through the first verse. Healy messes with his voice on 
the third verse. Jerry gets lost on the vocals in “Row 
Jimmy,” but it’s still a typically pleasant version, with a fine 
out-there solo before the “Broken heart” verse. This song 
always worked for me, so I’m not really objective. There’s a 
long pause as they prepare yet another inventive intro to a 
pretty song that not enough people ever loved, “Brother 
Esau.” It makes a good case for the song, difficult as Weit’s 
flatted changes are for the ordinary Western ear. It’s quintes- 
sential late-’80s Dead. Bob’s vocal improvs are inspired. The 
crowd’s cheers at the end are clear even on the soundboard. 
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“Bird Song” takes the energy and reinvests in hyperspa- 
tial exploration. Garcia’s voice sounds even more toasted; 
his playing even echoes his embarrassment briefly twice in 
the first verse. It’s almost painful to hear the frog catch in 
his throat. I can picture him shaking it off after each verse. 
“Fly through the night, fly to the stars” he sings, making up 
for another desperate stab at a lyric, singing through the 
pain of his scraped throat. He softens his touch for the cho- 
rus, and sounds a little better. “Dry your eyes on the rain,” 
he sings inexplicably. It’s only when Jerry takes off from the 
written melody that his instrument’s voice regains the confi- 
dence he shed in his singing. Recall that Garcia suffered 
from terrible stage fright, was a perfectionist for all his hip- 
pie love of slack, and cringed after each and every clam. As 
I say, he redeems himself (it was part of his eternal bargain) 
with soaring, deft skywriting, leading the rest of the band 
a merry chase. Eventually they all begin to pull a little this 
way and that, and Jerry’s solo melodic line strays further 
toward the fount of pure inspiration. Phil leads the backup. 
The band is in its element. We were all right in there with 
them. You’re there, no problem, listening to this tape (the 
“right way,” loud or with headphones for best results—void 
where prohibited). The jam ends neatly, the chorus vocals 
disappoint, Jerry wavers, singing “sleep in the stars.” They 
ain’t Crosby, Stills, and Nash singing laaa la. Still the music 
is pristine. Jerry sings the last verse (which is the first verse). 
“Tell me all that you know,” he cries. “I'll show you snow 
and rain, snow and rain, snow and rain! snow and rai-ain,” 
just exactly perfect. Generously, the boys close out the 
packed first set with “Jack Straw,” sounding deep and 
etched in this slot. 

It was bad enough that they decided to regale us with 
“When Push Comes to Shove” for the seventh time in eight 
shows, but opening the second set with it was really a sort 
of final straw to us spoiled fans. The segue into “Samson” is 
no more than the ordinary drum intro to that song, played 
right on the heels of the final chord of “Push.” There’s no 
segue into “Black Muddy River” or out of it, and Jerry’s 
grasp of the lyrics has regressed since the two December 
performances. “He’s Gone,” another Jerry vocal, almost 
seems like an apology, and it contains some flubs of its own. 
This is the Dead at their most average, not the exalted 
weightlessness of December ’86. Perhaps these shows came 
too soon afterward, but there was a huge pent-up demand 
among fans and the band’s apparatus since the canceled 
summer and fall shows in the wake of Jerry’s diabetic coma. 

Typically spooky vocal improv at the end and a smooth 
transition into a smoky “Spoonful.” “Drums” explores the 

Spoonful” beat for about eight bars and then takes off. No 
One seems to know who are the guests on “Drums.” Jerry 
comes out and plays along with the drums, the drummers 
never leave the stage, a brief full-band continues, and leads 
into a medium-fast “Eyes of the World.” Jerry chokes out a 
lung chip on the first few words of the song, horrifying even 
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himself, as can be heard in the deflated flatted chords of the 
guitar’s response. My throat still aches from hearing it. For 
the rest of the song, Jerry’s voice is smaller, but at least 
unshredded. Overall, it’s a dispirited version of the song, 
with some pleasant instrumental flights. It winds down into 
“Black Peter,” which in a sense redeems the set. The details 
of the performance are finely etched, and Jerry’s voice 
reaches its apex of expressiveness on a lyric that benefits 
from road wear. “One more day I find myself alive” elicits a 
cheer; “tomorrow maybe go beneath the ground” sends it 
home. Jerry’s transition into “Around and Around” catches 
Weir looking, and he fakes his way through the first verse 
(there’s a little symmetry for you). The solos in the song are 
hot, but the backbeat plods. A hot “Sugar Magnolia” fea- 
tures Weir embellishing Jerry’s soloing with chunky chords, 
despite the tinny sound of his guitar. “U.S. Blues” is just 
fine. 

This is not a show you must have, although you might 
be curious about the “Get Back.” You could easily get the 
show’s highlights as filler on another tape. 
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San Francisco Civic Auditorium, 
San Francisco, CA 


Set 1: Funiculi, Funicula, Tico Tico, Hell in a Bucket, 
Sugaree, El Paso, Loser, Little Red Rooster, Brown-Eyed 
Women, Cassidy, Don’t Ease Me In 

Set 2: Scarlet Begonias > Fire on the Mountain, Looks 
like Rain, Terrapin Station > Drums > Dragon Proces- 
sion > Space > I Need a Miracle > Stella Blue > Goin’ 
Down the Road Feeling Bad > Johnny B. Goode 


Encore: It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 2:45 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A-, Length: 2:45 

3. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH 117), Quality: A, 
Length: 0:40 (“Little Red Rooster,” “Brown-Eyed 
Women,” “Terrapin Station” > “Drums,” “Goin’ Down the 
Road Feelin’ Bad” > “Johnny B. Goode”) 

Highlights: Scarlet Begonias > Fire on the Mountain, 
Stella Blue > Goin’ Down the Road Feelin’ Bad, Loser, It’s 
All Over Now, Baby Blue 


Before this Chinese New Year show gets off the ground, 
Jerry announces, “Bob seems to be having trouble with his 
guitar,” between “Funiculi, Funicula” and “Tico Tico” tun- 
ings. Healy messes with Bob’s vocals the first time he sings 
“At least I’m enjoying the ride” in “Hell.” There’s almost a 
segue into “Sugaree,” which gets cooking. Weir forgets a 





